THE  TRAIN
"With two legs life's good/' he said loudly.
"Better than with one, that's true." said Danilov,
"Nobody's arguing about that. But just think a minute
—where you've come from, there's many lost their lives.
But you didn't. They make splendid artificial legs
nowadays, your stump's healing well, you'll find walking
easy. You ought to feel you're in luck/5
"What's a cripple got to live for?" said Glushkov.
"Better kick off at once."
"That's not right," replied a very calm, definite
voice—Kramin's.
He took off his glasses and breathed on the lenses.
Everybody fell silent—they all liked listening to him.
"The commissar's right," Kramin continued, wiping
the glass carefully with the corner of the sheet. "Actually,
you had rare good luck. You went, prepared to die ..."
(he held up the glasses to the light and examined them)
"and you're still alive. That is to say, you've got a
second span of life. Can you think of anything to equal
such a gut?"
He said no more. All waited for him to continue. At
last the captain asked:
"My dear fellow—I want to follow your thought to
its logical conclusion. Do you consider yourself lucky
too?"
"Undoubtedly," Kramin replied.
Danilov went away. All were silent, tired with talking,
and the coach seemed very quiet.
"You once asked Kolka why he volunteered for the
army," said Glushkov jerkily, with a touch of hostility,
addressing himself to Kramin above him. "But why did
you go to the front?"
Kramin hung his head over the side of the bed and
looked down at Glushkov.
"Excuse me," said Glushkov challengingly, "I can
see you're not so young and not particularly suited for
the front. Anyone can see that you're something in the
scientific line. ... Why did you go? To make a gesture?"
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